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THE GARDEN OF THE MARQUIS JACOME CORREAS AT PONTA DELGADA, ST. MICHAEL'S. AZORES 



Ponta Delgada 

By Glaudio Domingues 




k NE'S first -glimpse of the island of 
St. Michael-s, Azores, is a never-to- 
be forgotten vision* of. lq vliness / If 
the voyager is niaking : a &st trip: by the 
southern route, happy will he be if his 
ship's course brings '-him for even a day 
into '"the* harbor of Ponta Delgada,; a day 
that will stand out forever to be treasured 
in memory. 

Ponta Delgada, capital city of St. 
Michael's, has taken on a new importance 
since the startling yesterday which found 
the NC-4 alighting, in her waters in the 
glorious flight from America to Europe 
of Lieutenant-Commander Read, U. S. N.,, 
and his gallant crew, an achievement a$ 
thrilling as the voyage of Columbus. Y 

How the hearts of the Portuguese were 
stirred that day, and what a rousing 



welcome the American air heroes received ! 
Never, I fancy, had Ponta Delgada felt 
so important as she did this day, never so 
definitely had she been put upon the map 
as when the great bird of adventure 
settled gracefully, surely upon the tide 
that was flowing to the friendly water- 
gate of the fairest city of the fairest island 
of the Azores group. 

It has always seemed strange to me 
that so few persons have written of this 
land of enchantment. How little of its 
attractiveness has been known to the 
great- world outside the confines of its 269 
square miles. True, it is 2,228 miles from 
New York, 830 miles from Lisbon; but 
what matters this now that one may fly 
there from America in some seventeen 
hours, from Europe in ten! Perhaps the 
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lesser mortals will still have to be patient, 
still have to wait their turn for voyages in 
''ships, dim discovered, dropping from 
the clouds," as old Thompson put it 
when he little guessed what ships would 
be dropping from the clouds! Instead, 
now that we may hope the world is 
nearing the threshold of a permanent 
peace, we shall be glad enough if good 
fortune invites us to take passage in 
"a ship asail by Azores land" and dawn 
finds us on deck, straining eye for the first 
sight of St. Michael's, looming up upon 
the horizon in misty grey, deepening to 
purple and then, as the island comes to 
larboard, revealing itself to us in rich 
olive and emerald hues. Never will any 
sight have seemed more perfect! One 
almost imagines Gongalo Velho Cabral 
who, acting under orders of the Infante 
Don Henrique of Portugal, discovered the 
Azores in 1439, must have thought that 
Paradise at last was reached ! 

Later in the morning when the ship 
rounds the promontory, passes the town 
of Lagoa which nestles at the foot of 
Agua de Pau, a peak which reaches a 




CUSTOM-HOUSE LANDING, PONTA DELGADA 

height of some 3,500 feet, passes the 
village of Rosto de Cao, the beach where 
the cave emerges, and then the city of 
Ponta Delgada is revealed, how like 
squares of Neapolitan ice-cream the hill- 
side houses look, whitewashed and tinted 
in all colors of the rainbow! At least 
they, seem so as one views them in the 
sunlight of a perfect day off-shore. And 
this is no upstart of a town; its history is 
ancient and interesting for Ponta Del 7 
gada was raised to the dignity of a city 
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THE NC-4 ALIGHTING IN THE HARBOR AT PONTA DELGADA 
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A TYPICAL STREET IN PONTA DELGADA, THE METROPOLIS OF THE AZORES 



as long ago as 1546, ranking next after 
Lisbon and Oporto, in importance. The 
ancient Fort of San Bras signals the 
steamer's approach to the custom-house 
quay. Soon the whole town is astir, that 
is to say, astir for an Azores town ! I 
remember the little Portuguese paper 
Guide to the Azores which I had been 
reading in anticipation of my first visit, 
wherein was written, "The officials of the 
custom-house are polite and courteous, 




THE PRACA DO MUNICIPIO, PONTA DELGADA 



and the traveler should meet them in the 
same spirit. . . . The people of the Azores 
are kindly in disposition, given to hard 
work, orderly and clean. . . Visitors may 
trust them unreservedly. . . . The fash- 
ion of Paris is carefully followed by the 
rich and middle class. . . . Nearly every 
village has its brass band. . . . The do- 
mestic animals are those found in Europe ; 
wild animals are completely unknown. 
. . . The birds are numerous and their 
joyous notes greet you from every bush 
and tree from morn till night. . . . Na- 
ture has given the Azores a wonderful 
climate. . . . Everything under the sun 
will grow there, and grow well. . . . 
Ponta Delgada is a clean city. . . . The 
money is extremely confusing to the 
stranger at first." 

I found all these things to be true, 
though my experience, after that with 
the polite officials of the custom-house, 
began with the last one, the confusing 
money. 

After being passed by the inspector and 
having taken but a few steps up the street, 
I beheld what to me were the most as- 
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PORTAL OF THE MATRIZ CHURCH, PONTA DELGADA 

tounding placards I had ever read : ' ' Lan- 
dau for hire, 1 ,000 reis for three persons " ; 
" Excursion to Furnas 10,000 reis for four 
persons " ; " Baths Here at 375 reis, Warm 
or Cold"; " Bread 55 reis only per loaf!" 
"St. Michael's Black Tea only 800 reis a 
pound.' ' 

" Heavens/ ' I cried, "what is this for a 
high cost of living !" Seeking refuge in 
the hotel I enquired the hotel rates. "Ah, 
yes, a single room — a reasonable room; 
let me see; — ah yes, Senor, we can ac- 
commodate you at the mere nothing 
price of 2,500 reis a day." By now my 
head was swimming in amazement, "2,500 
reis ! ' ' Then there came to me the recom- 
mendation to trust the inhabitants "un- 
reservedly!" How ridiculous! "Why," 
I cried, "I haven't that much money in all 
the world!" The hotel man laughed 
heartily, and with a twinkle in his eye he 
said, ' T see you have forgotten to post 
yourself about our money. A reis sounds 
big; alas! it is so tiny you can't see it! 
In other words, Senor, it is highly imagi- 
nary! It takes a lot of them to make a 
single anything! 225 reis insulanos to 
make one franc, 1,125 reis insulanos to 
make an American dollar!" Imagine my 
relief ! Later I found it quite exciting to 
pay 50 reis as postage on a very thin letter 
I sent home. What wonderful mathe- 
maticians the people of St. Michael's 
must have developed into! As for my- 
self I must confess I never quite got over 
my first helpless feeling in the face of the 
prodigious array of reis which confronted 



me that first day at Ponta Delgada. 
Although there are no ancient ruins, 
remarkable early edifices, or great art 
galleries and museums to extend their 
attractions to the visitor, yet Ponta 
Delgada offers an infinite variety of scene, 
incident and life to those who come to its 
friendly confines. Marvellous gardens, 
of great beauty seem to be hobbies with 
many of the masters of the palatial villas. 
There are several notable private libraries 
to which a card of admission is easily 
obtained. The old churches, such as the 
Matriz, where one may see the superb 
vestments that once belonged to the 
English Bishop of Exeter (John Grandi- 
son, 1 327- 1 369). Indeed, Ponta Del- 
gada is in no sense a "dead" city intel- 
lectually, in no sense a dull town. 
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INTERIOR OF THE MATRIZ CHURCH, BUILT IN 1640 



